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The  following  text  was  written  down  by  Edna  Pearl  Loomis  Loomis 
on  November  15,  1964: 

It's  Sunday.  I've  just  listened  to  Dr.  Reade ' s  talk  on 
radio.  His  topic  Why  Christ  Came.  I  tuned  in  15  minutes  ahead 
of  his  program.  This  is  Sunday,  the  day  of  rest  and  restoration 
for  the  body,  mind,  and  spirit  of  the  toilers.  Programs  for  the 
day  were  announced.  1.  A  show  celebrating  hundredth  anniversary 
of  some  shows — all  very  lively  and  worldly  in  purpose  and  con¬ 
tent.  2.  Football  games  on  TV  and  radio  for  hearing  or  seeing 
the  games  etc.  3.  Places  to  go  where  wining  and  dining  is  swell-- 
no  family  fuss  in  preparation  and  floor  shows  with  a  lot  of  umph! 
So  on  and  on. 

Grandmother  Loomis  (1824-1922)  always  thoroughly  enjoyed 
her  Sunday  program.  Up  early  and  read  her  Bible  an  hour  before 
leaving  her  bed  room.  Attended  church  regularly.  Read  all  after¬ 
noon  something  of  a  religious  content— sometimes  the  Baptist 
magazine,  a  sermon  or  two;  it  was  always  some  thing  for  the 
mind  and  soul  to  feed  upon.  She  considered  Sunday  a  day  for 
cleaning  out  of  her  mind  much  worthless  material  garnered  thru 
the  week.  She  strove  to  cleanse  her  thoughts  by  reading,  medi¬ 
tation.  Evenings  were  spent  usually  in  family  talks.  She  lived 
with  us  after  grandfather  died,  nearly  every  winter.  She  gave 
us  (Ora  and  me)  many  examples  of  the  best  use  of  time.  She 
talked  little  about  what  we  should  do  or  be  but  when  she  said 
something  it  was  full  of  wisdom  and  meant  something. 

My  mother  spent  her  Sundays,  too,  in  the  way  she  thought 
best  under  varying  circumstances.  She  seldom  attended  church. 

(As  I  look  back  thru  the  years,  she  remained  home  chiefly  be¬ 
cause  her  clothes  were  outdated  etc.  The  money  was  needed  for 
other  things  she  thought  more  necessary.)  She  loved  to  sing. 

So  did  my  father.  Church,  Sunday  school,  young  people's  meetings, 
were  each  a  must  for  us.  Father  and  I  usually  attended  Church 
in  the  a.  m.  Ora  occasionally  but  with  some  girl  friend,  and 
Ora  often  played  for  S.S.  and  other  services.  In  the  afternoon, 
Ora  played  hymns  on  the  organ  and  later  on,  on  the  Crown  piano. 
Father  always  sang  with  Ora  and  me  the  hymns  sitting  by  the 
piano.  Mother  rocked  and  sang  as  she  usually  knew  the  words. 

We  spent  a  couple  or  more  hours  this  way.  In  the  evening, 

Father  and  Mother,  sat  by  the  stove,  their  feet  on  the  rests. 
Usually  thru  twilight  and  into  the  evening  without  a  light  and 
sang  and  sang.  Father  sang  tenor,  Mother  soprano  as  did  Ora  and 
I.  Ora  and  I  attended  Young  People's  Service  and  evening  Church. 
This  was  quite  regularly  our  pattern  for  Sunday.  We  (Ora  and 
I)  got  books  from  the  S.  S.  library  and  read  them  or  S .  S. 
papers — we  spent  the  day  restfully  and  more  or  less  spiritually, 
storing  up  physical,  mental  and  spiritual  resources  for  the 
week . 


Our  family's  Sundays  were  the  type  similar  to  our  friends 
and  associates--all  Protestant  families  of  our  above  middle  class 
spent  their  Sundays  thus.  Later  when  Ora  and  I  were  in  our  teens, 


